Eyes that like planets rain sweet influence
upon my soul and could the dead arouse,

I know this body's substance, but how and whence
came you ?   Of what strange stuff, what alien vows

You have no mortal blood nor mortal sense,
and yet a God some miracle allows

that in their lightning drives all reason hence
under the myriad arrows of her brows.

They are love's forge, since he has never an arrow
but that is dipped and pointed at their rays,
whose lightest stroke reveals my spirit's dearth*

Death from their absence, life itself I borrow
from their return, that have the same hot ways
with me, as sunlight with the total earth.
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